70                        THE   SEVEN   DEADLY   SINS

Holy harlots in haughty wise,
Came in, with many a sundry guise;
But never laughed Mahoun

Till priests came in, with bare shaven necks;
Then all the fiends laughed, and made geeks,
Black Belly and Bawsy Brown.

Then, Ire came in with sturt and strife,
His hand was aye upon his knife,
He brandished like a bear.

Boasters, braggarts, and Bargainers,
After him, passed in to pairs,
All ready in feir of war.
In jacks, and scrips, and bonnets of steel,
Their legs were chained to the heel,
Forward was their affeir ;

Some, upon other with brandes beft;
Some jagged others to the heft,
With knives, that sharp could shear.

Next, in the Dance, followed Envy,
Filled full of feud and fellony,
Hid malice and despite ;

For privy hatred that traitor trembled !
Him followed many freke dissembled.
With feigned wordes white;
And Flatterers to men's faces,
And Backbiters of sundry races,
To lie that had delight;

And Rowners of false leasings.
Alas ! that Courts of noble Kings
Of them can never be quit!

Next in the Dance, came Covatice,
Root of all evil, and ground of vice;
That never could be content!
Cowards, wretches, and okerers,
Misers, hoarders, and gatherers,
All with that warlock went!
Out of their throats, they shot on other[s]
Hot molten gold, methought, a fodder,